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CHAPTER XI.

v'e escapade with Diablo
¢« u rew trovble to Mike Gaynor.

had

. [ " tov had been discharged with a
pon primand from Mr. Porter, and
85 ition mark of disapproval from
the yer's hornlike hand. He had
g saried from Ringwood inwardly swear-
gz (overge npon everybody connected
wit acosagainst Diablo he was par-
daia pilent

W Aty seoure a boy inthe Brook-
£ g rhood to ride Diablo in his
o Shandy s evil tongue wagged
o batantlvabout the horse's bad temper
that ad could be found to take on in
t\ { Cartor might have ridden Diablo
o work, but the Lig black was indeed a
b of voany ideas. He had taken a
perioo to gallop kindly while accompanied
by ctia and Lavzanne; worked alone
bas ked and was as awkward as a bronco
of booplaims Aleo Diablo disliked Carter

woemed to asaociatn his personality

.tk ¢+ of Shandy's

Vs ~conrent over the hiteh spread
o Porter It was too bad, the horses
i be g &0 well

For 0o days Thablo had ne galiop.
0 1 Loreth, Porter determined to ride
t o bimself, he conld not be beaten
st i vngrateful whelp like Shandy
It jav be had been a famous gentle-
pan ) il snll was light enough to

{ dort Lue the idea, sir; it's not good
enougn.” matrated Mike

Pt s master was obdurate, 1f Allis rode
I woarre, why shouldn't he ride Diablo ?

( r I have ridden Diablo himself
rathor t have his maater do so, but
b i abad lcg. Once upon a time it
b n.orashed against the rail. Some-
I r ride Diablo, the horse, naturally
hig &, was  beeonuug wild with
" jspess through being knocked out
( L

[rirg tho tima Shandy had been in the

perier stabie, he had received money from
laty o for keeping the latter posted
w work and condition of the Derby
[aicretia

Liree day< after his discharge he sat
! Lo owith the low eunming of a forast

fidate

Fort

# iLoover his supposed ill-tycatment
rat 'em?" he murmured, “I'll

I3 svon, or know why, They'li put Ned

nn Diablo, will they? The sneak! He

5 i for beltin the black | knows

smn him!  They ain’t got another boy

A o ' ') fix rthat stiff, Carter,

pthey won' have nn bhoy ”

. beer, and, as it irritated his
forer mind a devilish plot came into his
} z and took possession of him, a plot

f exermutio: becavse of his fardli-
srow with the Ringwood stables

at night he glipped throveh the dark,
I've a hvena pup . ! Rir KW d
That the =tahls was lacked, mattorad not,
Vv timas, when throngh laz ness, Shandy
y gone 1o Mike's quarters for the
kays, he had found [agress by a small win-
. fact gquare throvah which the soiled
straw b jding was thrown into the yard
nding on the dung heep, Shandy
wiorhed open the board slide that closed
this window, and wo med hia veascl form
theongl the small opening.  He passed
ior the passage berweon the stall and
¢rtorovd @ saddle room at the further end,
¢ bloomin' thing used to e on the
fou~y peg,” he murterad, drawing his
o up on tiptoe and feeling along
for something. *Blow n.nf“‘nnd
iad fiendishly, as his fingers en-
L o1 the cold steel of a bhit. *“I'd
know that snaffle in hell, if T gor a feel of it."
[lore was a patent deviee of a twist
a7 a lnose ring in the centra of the bit he
which Porter had devised for
labtlo’s hard mouth.
shaidyv gave the bridle a swing, and it
vtterad to the floor from its peg. Diablo
wviorted and pawed tha planks of his stall
nervously
“All right, my buck,” hissed Shandy
You wait till to-morrow; git the run of yer
life. I'm thinkin'—~damn their eyes!”™ and
he went off 1o a perfect torrent of {ime=
precation against averthody at Ringwood—
| murterad
an he shit the door of the saddly =oom
betind i sat down on the floor, pulied
from s pocke a knife and a stoh of a can-
dle. He lighted the latter and held it lame
down 1l a few drops of tallow forined

had wot
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it hed,

atiny lake; 0 this he stuck the candle up-
right, =shielding i's flame with his coat,
He Gpened the knife, and laying it down,

Ingpected minutelyttha bridle, which lay
Arross his leg
“It's Diablo's right enough,” hesaid. “I
couldn 't he mistook on tha bit, nor them
#trong lines.”
He pieked up the knife, and holding the
er reln across the palm of his Jeft hand,
‘o saw it gently with the blade.
mstantly he left off. “Of all the

in' ijits! God drat me for a goat!
He'd fee) that cut the first slip through
the fingers.”

Ha gatbored in the rein until he had it
.t « from the bit, There he cut;
BLopping mary times and doubling the
leather closwe to the candle light, to see
how deep he had penetrated.

“There, My, Bloody Ned!" he exclaimed
A" last, as inspection showed that only
the carer hard shell of the leather remained
unent “That'll just hold till the black
takes one of his cranky epells, an' you
give bim asiff pull. God help you then!
Even this was a blasphemous cry of ex-
Wtdtr, not a plea for divine assistance
for the man he plotted against,

His next move proved that his cunnng
®as of an exeeptional order. From his
fcal pocker he hrought forth a pill hox.
It this receptacle Shandy dipped a fore-
Rrger and rubbed into the fresh cut of

Ve leat Lor i trifle of blackened axle-grease.
whuh he had raken from a wagon wheel
bef tarting out. Th n he wiped the
vl s ecat tafl and looked at it ad-
! 'y

b Gk won't see that, blast him!"

He hang tha bridle up in its place, put
“at b candie, dropped it in his pocket
Aiud made his way from the stable.

A< h» pussed Diablo's stall the big black
Brorted again, and plunged in affright.

"0l get enough of that to-morrow,”
Mieerad thy boy, %1 hope you and Ned
be, K @ your damn necks. Fer two
o Lddrop something in your feed box

b wently you right now; but it's the
MUk has wplit on me ] want to get even
w :

fbaindy wudged back to his boarding

house in Brookfinld and went to bed. In
the first gray of (ha early morning ha arose
and went out to the racecourse,

Th' racecourss near Ringwood had
formerly been a trotting park; in fact, it
wax still usad at irregular intervals for the
hurness horses. In its primitive days
a small, square, bcx-like structure had
done duty as a judges' stand. With other
improvements a new stand had been erected
a hundred yards h gher up the stretch,

It was to the little old stand that Shandy
took his way. Inside he waited for the
coming of Gaynor's string of gallopers.

He was as supremely b ppy in his un=-
righteous work as any evil-minded boy
mibh* be at ‘ho prospect of unlimited
misc hief,

“Ned'll ride Diablo, sure—there's nothing
else to it,” he muttered. *I hope he breaks
his blagted neck. T'll pay ‘em out fer turnin’
me off like & dog,” he continued, savag-ly,
the small ferret eyes blazing with fury.
“I'll learn ths damn— - Hello!" Iis sharp
ears had caught the mufed sound of hoofs
thudding the turf in a slow, measured

walk, He peeped between the shrunken
boards

“Yos, it's Mike.  And the girl, too- blaat
her! She blamed me fir near hein' eaten

allva by that black devil of a dope horse,
Helt®

This ambiguous exclamation was oeeca-
slored by the sight of his former master
&p ingirg inte the «addle on Diablo’s back

“That's the game, eh? God strike me
dead! 1 h pe you git enough of him. My
arms ache yvet from bein' near pulled out
of thy sockets hy that leather-in nthed
brute. Gee! if tha boss hasn't got spurs
on! If ha ever tickles the black wit' them
—gay, bove, there'll he a merry hell to pay,
and no piteh hot "

The young Arab spoke to the hoards as
thongh thev wera partners in his iniquity
Then he clinckled diabolically, as in faney
he sa*v Porter beingz trampled by the horse

“The girl's on Lauzannae,” he muttered;
*she's the best in the lot, if she did ru
me down. A ridin’ that old crook, too,
when ghe ought to be in the house washing
dishes. A woman ain't got no more | ugi-
ness about the gtable than a man's got in
the kitchen. Petticcats is the devil T
never coula abide 'em " .

Shandy sometimes harked back to his
early English  Whiteohapel, for he had
come from the old country and had hronght
witih him all the depravity he conld Require
it the first five vears of his existence there

} in that hlasted

“Noad's got the soft suap

punch,” as hi= evos discoverad Carter on
Litoretin “He's alipped me this g} bt
I've nabbed the boge, g0 T don't care, 1'nmi

pext them thas tnip,” and as the three horses
and cama on to the ooy, &e
he pulled out a silver splitesecond stop-
watch with wiioh Langden had eguipped
him for hi- tonting, and started and stopped
it several fimes

“You'll pay fer their feed, ron damn ole
skin-flint he was apostrophizing
Porter -“an’ T'll ha next the best they can
do,. an' stan' in on the rake-off Gee! 1
thought thay was out fer a trial,” he mut-
tered, looking disconsolately at the three
a8 they caanterad the part of the journey
“I'il keteh 'em at the half, on the off
chanee,” he added

Rut theugh the timepiees in his hand
clicked impaticntly, after he pressed the
stam with his thumb, as Diablo's black
nozzle.showed past the half-mile post, the
three horses still cantered

Lauzanne was loping leisurely with the
action of a wooden rocking-horse. Lu-
eretia, her long, in-tipped ears cocked
eagerly forward, was throwing her head
impatiently into the air, as though pleading
for just one strong gallop. Diablo's neck
was arched like the half of a Cupid's bow,
his head, almost againat his chest, hung
heavy in the reins tight-drawn in Porter's
strong hande. His eyes, showing full of
a suspicious whiteness, stood out from his
lean, bony head; they were possessed of a
fretful, impatient look. Froth flickad back
from the nervous, quivering lips, and
spatted against his black satin-skinned
ehest, where it hung like seafoam on holding
sand

“Whoa! Steady, old boy!" Porter was
coaxing soothingly. “Steady, boy!®

“The ease up has put the very deuce
into this fellow,” he flung over his shoulder
to Allis, who rat at Diablo's quarter, “He's
a hard-mouthed brute, if ever thera was
one

“He'll be all right, dad,” she called for-
ward, raising her voice, for the wind eut
her breath; “Shandy rode him with a heavy
haud, that's why.”

“I'l put a rmbber bit—in his mouth
to soften it--" he pumped, brokenly. “Let
out a rap-girl -and we'll breeze them-—-up
the streteh; come on-- Carter—get to the
front--with the mare.”

A quarter of a mile from the finish the
horses raced into a swinging etride. Di-
ablo was simply mad with a desire to gallop,
but in the saddle was his master; no horse
ever did as he wished with John Porter.
Battling against the sharps, his honesty
might handicap him out of the strife, but
in the saddle, the elation of movement
crept into his sinews, and he was superb-—-
aking. Ara jockey, he would have been
unsurpassed. It filled his heart with de-
light to play with the fierce, impetuous
animal he rodo.‘ " » B

. 1 oy —no, you don't!” \
as ?)!l:?:llg '-n':gk hf: nwkyatral ht out like
an arrow and sought to hold the bit tight
against the bridle teeth, that he might race
at his own sweet will Back came the
right hand, then the left; three vicious saws,
and the bit was loose, and Diablo's head
drawn down again close to the martingale;
Lucretia and Lauzanne were pulling to
'hs .;02;{!' called Porter to Ned Carter;
“I want to see the little mare in her stride.
Take him out at the lhree-f'uurwr gallop
down the back stretch. I'll be treading
vour heels off.”

" By this time they were op
stand where hid Shandy.
mising that a gallop was on,
to see them as they rounded the turn ﬁoing
down the back, had knocked a board loose
to widen the crack. As the horses came
abreast, Shandy, leaning forward in his
eagerness, dislodged it at the top, and it
foll with a clatter, carrying him half
throtigh the opnninﬁ. The wind was blow-
ing fair across the little stand, so the scent
of the boy came to Diablo’'s nostrils at the
same instant the startling noise reached
hi= nervous ears. In a swerve he almost
stopped, every muscle of his body trem-
bling in fright.

Porter wa~ nearly thrown from his seat
by this crouching sidestep; the horse
seemed to shrink from under him. Just
far an instant: but the reina had ﬂ.rpod
loose against the wet neck and Diablo
felt freedom.

With a snort he plunged forward like a

their riders

ite the old
he boy, sur-
and anxious

wounded buck, raced madly after

|
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Lucretia, who had bolted when the crash

camne.

Porter had lost a stirrup in the sudden
twist, and the reins had slip| through

is fingers as he grabbed the mane on
Diablo s wither, to pull his weight back
into the saddle.

Now the black neck was straight and
taut, flat-capped by the slim ears that lay
close to the throatlateh. The thunder of
his pounding hoofs reached to the ears of
Lucretia and Lauzanne in front, and urged
them onward.

Carter had sat down in the saddle, and
taken a steadying pu!l at the brown mare.
Even Lauzanne seemed lifted out of his
ususl lethargy, and wide-mouthed was
pulling Allis out of the saddle.

“(ursoe the brute,” gasped Porter, bury-
ing his knees in the saddle laps, and search-
ing for the dangling stirrup with the toe
of his right foot. Once he aimost had it,
but missed, the iron, swinging viclously,
caught Diablo in the flank—it made little
difference; his terror was complete,

All the time Porter was kneading the
dangling reins back through forefinger
and thumb, shortening his hof\l for a strong
pull at the uullnpinf brute's head.

“Who-0-0-a-h, who-o-0-a-h, steady-y-y,"
and bracing himself against the pommel,
he swung the weight of his shoulderson the
reins.

As well might he have pulled at the rock
of Gibraltar. Diablo's head was up, his
teeth set hard, and the man's strength
was as nothing against the full-muscied
neck of the five-vear-old, Diablo was
cutting down the iead the other two held
over him, galloping like & demon. Porter
felt that he must loosen the bit and throw
that set head down to
the horse. One flerce yank to the right
and the black head swayed a trifle; another
to the left and God in Heaven! the rein
snapped, and its loose end came back,
glashing the rider across the faece
recled with the recoil; nearly bringing
Diablo to his knees with the sudden swing
of weight on the right rein.

In an instant b was the trained horse-
man again and had let the remaining leather
slij ttrough his fingers a trifle,

“Go on!” he shouted to those in front;
“go on, and give me a lead. Hang to the
COlrsa

He realizad now that the crazd brute
under him must run hirself out. All he
couid do was to =it tight and wait till Dianlo
had raced himself to a standstill,
the one rein meant & crash into the rail,
and surely death, Before he had thought
only of the horse's welfare, row it was a
matter of Lis own life.  All that remained
to him was to keep*a cool head, a steady
nerve and wait

Froed of restraint, not battled with, the
black's  stride lengthened, his nostrils
spread wider, the hoots pounded quickor
and quicker, until the earth echoed with
their palpitating beat )

The other horses heard the turmoil,
and they, too, became more afraid, and
took up the mad i wh .

Diablo’s reaching nose wia at Lauzanne's
hip, when Allis took one swift, backward
giance. She saw the dangling rein, the
get look in ber father's face, the devil eyes
of the horse, and for one hreath-gash het
heart fluttered in its heat. As quick she
put the fear from her, and - vinglag Lav
zarne a &hade wide left Diablo more room
next the rail

“On, Lauzanne'® she called  through
drawn lips, and hitched encouragingly in
the saddie

Taeretia was still in front, her speed
mocking at the swift rush of Lawzanne
and Diablo. But how the black galloped!
Fvery post saw him ereeping up o the
chestint, and Allis was riding aod nursing
him 1o keep the runawav hemmed at the
tarns, o tRai be could not crash through
the oniter rail,  No one snoke again.  Fac!
knew that nothing was left 1o do but keep
Diabio 1o the ¢colirse

Just in front of Lauzanne
stride, raced the hrown mare, waiting N
Le should drop beck beaten that she ..;f“'
taka un the ronning with Diabl Tha
was Carter's good judgment, and he rode
as thongh it wera the Derby, ar d he
1R his meunt for the last eall at
finish

At the three-quarters Lauzanue and
Diablo were neck and neck, at the half
the black hacd lapped on Lueretia: another
furlong and she was laboring to keep he
place, nose and nose with him

‘I'm dora,” panted Carter,
mare swerve and falter, “I'm done
heln us'

Still there wa< no check in the black's
gallop. he was like a devil that con'd go on
farever and ever _

Thev had turned into the straight, witl
Taeretia a neck to the bad, when Carter
heard the zirl's voice, faintly calling, “Pull
out., Ned.* The boy thourht it fancy
Lauz nne, the (].-g,wg,.d. couldn't he there
at their heals He had thought him bete
off long agn. Bur again the voice came a
little stronger, “Pull our, Ned'

Thiz time there was bvo 1 7
might be a miracla, but it was his duty
to abev

As he galloped, Carter edgad Lucretia
totheright Without inoking '\.h'k,!v-n-m!lnl
feel Lauzanne creepiug up between him
and Diabjo. Soon the. chestnut's  head
showed past his elbow, and they were
both lapped on the black. Half way up
the stretch, Allis war riding, stirrup to
stirrup with her father. Porter's weight
was telling on Diablo ) .

*She's got him. Lauzanne'll hold him
1t he doesn’t quit,” Carter muttered, as he
dropped back, for Lucret ia was hlowm

Past the finish post Lauzanne was a head
in front, and Diablo was galloping like &
tired horse

“He's beat!" ejaculated Carter. "Hello!
that'sit, eh? My word, what a girl!”

He saw Allis reach down for the slack
rein, running from her father's hand to
Diablo’'s mouth. “Missed! She got it!"
he cried, eagerly.  *The devil'”

An Allis grasped Diablo's rein, the horse,
with sudden fury at being drawn toward
Lauzanne, his old foe, snapped at the chest.
nut. As he did so, thrown out of his stride,
his forelegs crossed, and he went down in
a heap, with the rider underneath

The foree of his gallop earried the black
full over on to his back. He struggled to
his feet, and stood, shaking like a leaf,
with Jow-stretched neck and fear-cocked
ears, staring at the crushed, sllent figure
shat lay with its face smothered in the soft
earth.

In a dozen jumps Allis nh-Hn-xl Tauzanae,
threw h'rsﬂg from fthe saddle, and, leav-
ing the horse, ran awiftly back to her father

“Oh, my God! he's dead, he's deac!” she
eried, piteously, the nerve that had stood
the strain of the fierce ride ntterly shat-
tered and unstrung at &ight of the sense-
less form. ) )

“He's not dead,” said Carter, putting his
hand over Porter's heart. “It's just a bad
shake-up. Mike's coming, and wa'll soon

ot him home. He'll be all right, Miss

llis—he'll be all right," he kept mutter-
ing, in a dazed manner, as he raised her
father's head to his knee.

“Take Lucretia and ‘“H{W for the doctor,
Misa Allis,” commanded Mike, coming up
on the run. “We'll get yer father home
in the buggy.”

“In (md'sy mercy—don't let him die,
Mike,” and bending down, she pressed
bher lips to the cold forehead that was driven
full of sand. “Get him home quick, and
try not to let mother see. I'll take
Lauzanne.”

Lauzanne had followed her and was
standing waiting, his big eyes full of a
eurious wonderment, Mike lifted Allis
to the saddle. As he deew back his hand,
he looked at it; then up at the girl,

“Don't ery, Miss," he said, struggling
a little with his voice, that was playing
him tricks, “Yer fadder's just stunned
a bit. Tho dhocter'll brace him up all
right.”

"'Thiu is bad business,” he continued,
as Allis gallo on her errand, and hae
helped Carter lift the injured man. “There,
that's roight; J"\:‘L carry his legs; T'll take
him under the back.”

As they moved slowly toward the buggy
that stood in the dock, Diablo followed
at their heels, as if he had done pothing in
the world but simply taken an exercise

allop.  “You black divil!” muttered Mike,
fonklng over his shoulder, *You've murth-
ered wan av the bist min as iver breathed.
If I'd me way I'd.shoot you. I'd turn vou
into cat meat, that's what you're fit fer!”

“What nroke the rein?” he asked of Carter,
as they neared the buggy, “What started
thim gallopin'?"

“Somebody was in the old stand," Carter
replied, as, putting his foot on the step, he
n?ml himself and the dead weight of the
limp man.

“There, steady, Ned.
down in the bottom,

with swinging

wWas
e

feeling the
G

Vom 1

Pull the eushion
Now you've got it.

Heoy

To nusa '

get command of |

Bot’ t'umbe! it's as good as an ambulance,
I'll hold his head in my lap an’ you drive.
Here, Finn,” he continued, turning to the
boy who had caught and brought up Lu-

cretia, “take the wee fllly an’' that divil's
baste back to the barn; put the busted
bridle by till | have a g look at it after,
Gio on, Ned; slow; that's it, eaay does it.

When we
glin alone

When they had turned into the road he
spoke again to Carter; “You we'ws sayin',
Ned, dere was a guy in de ould stan'.”

“Yes " replied Carter: “somebody was
teuin' us ¢ff. A board broke, an that
frightened the boss's mcunt.”

“I t'ought I saw a b'y skinnin' off the
track,” commented Gaynor, harking back
in his memory. “First, 1 t'ought It was
Shandy; but what'd he be doin' there.?
Did you see his face, Nod?"

“I was too busy takin’ a wrap on Lu-
cretia—slio was gettin' a bitout o hand.”

. When they came to the gate which gave
entrance to Ringwood house, Mike said to
Carter, with rough sympathy in his voice;
“Slip in ahead, Nod, and tell the missis that
the boss has had a bit av a nrill. Say he's
just stunned, and there's no bones broke

t' t'umbs! though I fear he's mashed into
a jelly. Ask fer a bottle of brandy, till we
give him a bracer. Ned!® he called, as
Carter slipped from the buggy, “see if you
kan kape the missis from seein’ the boss
till the doctor comes. Git' hould of the
girl Cynthie, an’ give her the ri‘nhm things
ix pretty bad, Go on, now; I'll drive slow
wid wan hand.”

Mike's kindly precautions were of little
avail. Mrs. Porter saw the slow-moving
buggy crawling up the broad drive and
instinetively knew that again something
terrible had occurred. That Allis was not
there added to her fear,

“He's just stunned, ma'am,” Carter waa
saying, as Mike rcached the steps. But
she didn't hear him; her face was white,
and in her eyes was the horror of a great
fear, but from her lips came no cry, her
silence was more dreadful than if she had
called out.

“We'll carry him, ma'am,” Mike said, as
she came down the steps to th buggy, and,
clutehing the wheel ring, awaved un<teagily
“Jest git a bed ready, missis,"" Gaynor con-
tinved softly; “Gii a bed ready, an' Le'll
be all roight afther a bit.  He's just stunned
that's all, just stunned!”

It was evrious how the sense of evil had
limited each one's vocabulary

get out on the turnpike, you can
»

“Tot me help,” pleaded Mrs. Porter,
speaking for the first time,
“We'll  carry  him.  missis - he's  just

stunned,” repeated Mike, in a dreary mono
tone, ax, feeling each step carefully with
hig toe, he and Carter bore the still, senso-
less form into the housa.,

Mrs. Porter had got one of the battered
hands between her own, and was walking
with wide, dry, staring eves close to her
husband

*Oh, John, John! Speak to me.  Open
voureves and look at me.  You're not dead,
O Gog' you're not dead!” she cried  pas-
sionatelv, breaking down, and a pent-up
fond of tears comir g to the Rot, dry eyes
as the two men laid Porter on the bed that
Cynthia had nmade ready.

I'here, Misais, don't take now,”
pleaded Moo, “The boss is jest stunned,
tha "s all, I've been that way a dozen toimes
meself.” Le added by way of assar
“Where's the brandy?  Lift Lizg head,
- riich. See!™ he eried exult ialy,
as the .~'r--n§ ligquer caused the eyelids
to quiver. “See, Miss's! He's all roight,
o' jest stunned, that's all. There's the
doctor noaw. God bless the little woman!
She wasn't long ®

The sound of wheels ernnehing the gravel,
with a sudden stop at the poren, had coma
to their eais

“Come ont the room, ma'am,”
hesought Mrs. Porter; “come ont
renm an' lave the dhoctor bring the hoss
around *

SGL A0

Mike

‘ho

av

ay

He signalled to Cynthia with his eyes
for help in this argument

“Yeu, Mre Porter.” socended Cyvnthia,
"come ot to the porch Al an
I will yemain here with the doctor 1o get
what's needed "

Ahooa fall, eh?' mmented Dr. Rath-
bone, chdertully, coming briskly into the
room. Then he eaught Mika's ove; it closed
deliberately, and the  Irishman's Yead
tipped never =o slightly taward Mrs. Porter

“Now, ‘clear the room," as they s=av in
conrt.” eontinued the docior, with a smile,
understanding Mike's signal  “We mustn't
have peaple anout to agitate Porter when ha
comes to his senses. 'l reed Cynthia,
and perhaps yvou'd bhetter wait, too, Gay-
nor Just take ecare of vour mother, Miss
Allis. I'll have your father about in a

ny
‘He's MACH added
T pe-

Mike, witt
tition

It seemed a milion vears to the wife
that she waited for the doctor's onteom-
g  Twiee she eried in anguish ro Alls
that she 1nus BO In, 1 ( see her hushand
“He may die,” she pleaded, “and T may
never see nis eves again. Oh, let me go,
Allis, T'll come bhack, 1 will "

stunned, rhat's all!”
his kindly, parrot-like

Wait here, mother,” commanded the
girl. “Dr PRathbone will 1ol us if
1 she ecould not finish the senten e

could not utter the dread words; but, ¢ lasp-
ing her mother's hands firmly in her own,
kept her in the chair. Once \ike came
out and said: “He's jest stunned, ma'am,
the dhoctor sayvs he'll be all roight hy-
an'-hy. "

“He won't die

“He's worth a dozen dead men, ma'am,
he's jest stunned, that's all!”

There was another long wait; then Dr
Rathhone appeared

“Porter will be all right, madam: it'll
take time, it'll take time-and nursing
But you're getting used to that,” he added
with a smile; “hut " and he looked fix-
edly at Allis, “he must have quiet —exeite-
ment will do more harm than the fall.”

“Tell me the truth, doector,” pleaded
Mr=. Porter, struggling to her feet and
placing both hands on his shoulders, [
can stand it; gee I'm brave ”

“I've told you the truth, Mrs. Porter,”
the doctor answered. “There's no fear
for your hushand's recovery if he has quiat
for a faw davs. "

She looked into his eves, then erying,
“T believa you, doctor--thank God for his
mercy!” swayed and would have fallen
heavily but for Mike's ready arm

“She'll batter after that,” said
doctor, addressing Allis. “It has been . |
pull on her nerves, Just bathe her temples
and get her to eleep if you can. I'll come
back in two hours, Your father is not con-
scious, nor will he be, I'm thinkin', for a
day or two. He has heavy concussion
Cynthia has full directions what to dn *

the
!

CHAPTER XII

After Dr. Rathbone had left, Mike and
Carter went down to the stables

“I'll juat have a look at that broke rein,”
said Gaynor; “that sthrap was &trong
enough to hang Diablo. If there's not
some dirty business in this I'll eat me hat.
T'umbe up! but it was a gallop, though.
The black kin move whin he wants to.”

“But what do vou think of old Lauzanne?"
exclaimed Cuesei. *He just wors Diablo
down--hung to bim like a bulldog, an'
beat him out.”

“It was the gal's ridin'; an' Lauzanne
was feared, too. He's chicken hearted
-—-that's what he is. Some day in a race
he'll got away in front av his horses, an’
beat ‘em by the length av a street, He'l
be a hun'red to wan ,an’ nobody'll have a
penny on.”

When they arrived at the stable Mike
headed straight for the harnesa room.
The light was dim, comi from a small
high two-paned window, but Mike knew
where every bridle and saddle should be,
He put his hand on Diablo's headgear,
and bringing it down carried it through
the passage to the stable door, where he
examined it miputely.

“Jest w U 'ought! Look at that'"
and he handkd 4 to Carter for inspection.
“How do yvou size that up, Ned?”

“The rein's been cut near through,”
replied Carter, “I wonder it held as long
as it did.”

“A dirty low-down trick,” eommented
Mike. “I'll hang it back on the peg jest
now; but don't use it again fer a bit,

As he re8itered the saddle room briskly
his heel slipped on the plank floor, bringing
him down. “I'd take me oath that was a
banana peel if it was on the sidewalk,” he
exclaimed, after a gymnastic twist that
nearly dislocatad his neck. “Some of you
fellowe ix pretty careless wit' hoof grease,
I'm thionkin'."

More out of curiosity than anything else,
he peered down at the cause of his sudden
slip. *“What the divil is it, onyway?" he
muttered, kneeling and lighting & match,

which he held close to the spot. “Bot’
t'umbs!” he exclaimed, “it's candle grease.
Have aither of you b'ys been in here wit' a
candle? It's agin' the rules.”

“There isn't & candle about the barn, an'
vou know it, Mike!" cried Carter, indig-
nuntl{.

Mike was prospecting the floor with an-
other li‘h(.

“Here's two burnt matches,” he con-
tinued, picking them up. “An' they were
loighted last night, too. See that; they're
long, an' that meaus that they wasn't Iﬂxm
used fer lightin' apipe or a cigar—jes' fer
touchin' off a candle, that's all. know
they was loighted last night,” he said, as
though to convince himself, “fer they're
fresh, an' ain't been tramped on. If
they'd been here fer two or three days,
roight i frout of the door, dey'd have the
black knocked off 'em wid you boys' feet,
This wan didn't light at all hardly, an'
there's a little wool fuzz stickin' to it
(Giea! that manes some wan sthruck it on his
wool pants, Git the lantern, Ned, p'raps
we'll fin' out somethin' more, The light
from that high-up winder ain’t good enough
fer trackin' a bear.”

Whan the lantern was brought Mike con-
tinued his detective operations, nose and
evas close to the flor like a black-tracker

“What's that, Ned?" he asked, pointing
hia finger at a dark, brown spot on the
boards,

Carter crouched and scrutinized Mike's
find. “Tobacco spit,” and he gave a little
laugh

“Roight vou are, that's what it is. Now
who chaws totacey in this stable?” he
demanded of Carter, with the air of a cross-
examining counsel,

“1 don"."

*Does Finn?"

“No: 1 don't think so."

“Didn’t Shandy always have a gob of it
in his cheek -the dirty pig?"”

“Yes, he did, Mike "

“T t'ought so. ! t'ought it was that black-
guard. Rut how did the swine got in hern?
The stable was locked, an' T had the key
in = nockat, il teke ma ooth tothe "

flectively up and down the crown of his
heod, canvassing every possihle
there might be to the stalls. Sudden]
replaced his cap and whistled soft
krow, Mike; he crawled through (ho dung
window. ['ve seen him do it balf a dozen
times.  When he was too 'azy to go for the
keva he'd wiggle lhl'ullfh that hole”

Mike said notlin it led the way to
the back of the stable. There he climbed
up on t! e pile of rollling straw and exarnined
l'fnou"l_v the small, square opening with ita
board slide through which Shandy had
passad the night before,

‘Jasus! I t'ought s0!" ha ejaculated.
*Here's more tobacco spit, where the cute
t'roat divil stoodywhen he opened the
winder.”

Looking down, his eve caught the glint
of something bright deep in the straw
l He dns hi= band down into the mass and

brought up & kuife. “Whose is that, Ned?"
e CqLieer ine

Carter looked at it closely. “Shand;’'s,”
ho answered. “I'll swear to that <1've
borrowed it from bim more than onece to
clean out the horses' hoofs,”

“Bot' tumbs up! 1'd hang that b'y to
a beam if 1 Lad him Lere - lie cut that rein
as sire as God made ltta apples, ” declared
Mike, vehemently, “An’ the gall av him,
too, 1o an' sit there in the ould stand to
watelh the black run away wit' somewan
an' kill 'em. Now, jost kepe yer mouth
hint, Ned, an' weall put a hal'er o this
rooster Ry hivins! wnin 1 git him 'l
make him squale, too”

The seriousness of  Forter's accident
became clearer to Dro Rathbone the fol-
lowing dayv. He imparied this information
to Allis, told her that i all probability
it woulld he weeks before her fathe o would
be strong again

*In the meantime, little woman, what
are von to do with all these hungry horses
on vour hands?" b asked

The girl's answer ca™e quickly enough,
for«" o had lainawake rhrougl all the dreary
1 ight thinking out this  roblem,  *1 1l look

after them,” she answered the doctor,
quite -'ln‘,}_\'
v emie of scepticiam hoversd about

his fu'l lips as he raised his eves to the

g l'sa face, but the lcok of deternination
of confideiice that Lie met put his deulits
to flight  *1 believe vou can do it if any

nan can,” and he put his big hand on her
slight sheuldsr a8 much as to =av, “I'm
behind vou—I belic ve in vou.”

Of course an inkling of Porter's condition
had to be given his wife, though the ful!
gravity was masked This was dome by
Alos, and Mrs. Porter immediately became
a prey to abjeer despair

The first thing to be done was to get rid
of Diahlo  She was t o gentle 1o n,ﬁ( that
he be shot; but e mast go, even if he were
given away. She weould willingiv  have
sacrificed all the horses  Alwavs with
their presence had eome financial troubles,
spiritual troubles; now the lives of th se
dear ro her werein actual peril - No wonder
the gcod woman was rendered hvsterical
by the strong emotions that swaved her,

In her depreasion she somewhat startled
Allis, b insistir g that they must send for
Mr. Craoe at once.  After all, it was not 8o
unreasonable; with the master ¢f Ringwdod
helpless, with whom else eculd they consuit
over their entangled condition? For the
past year Porter had fouud it necessary
to keep in constant touch with the bank;
&0 they must become familar with the
details of the entanglement

Mrs. Perter had come to Liave the utmost
econfidence in Crane’s friendship and ability;
he was the one ahove all cthers to have
Diablo taken off their hands. So Philip
(rane, to his intense delight, was sum-
moned to Ringwood. This was his first
knowledge of Porter's mishap, for he had
heen in New York

Crane was supposed to possess a rare
magnetism; most certainly  men  came
under his influence with a nciseless, cheerful
complaisance. It may have heen that
thers was a slight fascination in the oblique
contour of his eyes, but in realiLy his power
lay in his exquigite finesse: people delved
for him under the impression that they
were laboring according to the dictates
of their own sweet wills. Figuratively
speaking, he twisted Mrs. Porter rou d
his finger-and so delightfully, that she
was filled with gratitude becahse of Crane’s
kindness in their hour of trouble

The matter of Diablo was settled in a
minute; he would buy the horse himself,
and the price could be arranged when
Mrs. Porter was able to discusa the mattar

that is definitely; in the meantime he
would pay a thousand for him. Ha under-
stood Porter Lad bought him for that price,
With a touch of kindly honor, Crane de-
ciared that e would have a small bet on
the horse for Allis the first time he startad.

Beyond pnnm? with Diablo, Allis would
not. go further in the matter of selling
the horses; this was the full extent of her
concession to the mother. Had she known
that her father had entered Diablo in the
Brooklyn Handicap, she might even have
r»fua-(i to part with the horse. As it hap-
pened, Porter had entered both Luecret
and Diablo in the Brooklyn a day or so
h;fprn his accident, but had not spoken
of it,

Crane assured Mrs, Porter that she need
not distract her mind over money matters,
the bank could easily carry their load until
her hushand was himself again. No mat-
ter how things turned out—it was a deli-
cate matter to touch upon, the possibility
of Porter's condition taking a serious turn,
but coming from Crane, it seemed like an

earnest of his sincerity - well, Mrs, Porter
would find a friend in him quite willing
and able to smooth their diffieult path.

Crane had meant to defer any protesta-
tion of regard for Allis until a propitions
future, but with his quick perception he
saw that the ysychological moment had
been moved forward by the sudden efface-
ment of the master of Ringwood. If he
spoke now to Mrs. Porter, it would give
her a right to call upon his services. He
would appear in the light of a debtor; it
would break down barriers which might
seem to exist because of their non-relation-

uh?).
rane had not been without a suspicion
that the younger man, Mortimer, might
prove a rival; heroics such as the Diablo
episode were apt to give young people
a romantic interest in each other. Fate
had more than evened matters up by giv-
ing him the present opportunity. He
thought with some satisfaction how per-
fectly helpless Mortimer wasa in the pres-
ent instance for he was most undeniably
poor. It was an opportunity to ba grasped;
and Crane never let the tida pass its flood
in the waters of his life.

8o the banker spoke to Mrs. Porter of
hig strong love for Allis; so delicataly,

and with so much sincerity, that she was

Carter tock Lis cap off, ran a hand re- |

4

completely won over. It is true, the ground
been prepared for the seed, for the
mother had long feared that Allis might
become attached to some one of Porter's
racing associates. Though strong in
spiritual matters, the good woman was
not without worldly instinct., She was
')I«ml with Crane personally; he was not
Y any means o racing man. a rich banker
would make a most desirable
for her daughter Of course, it
rest with the girl herself- Mrs.  Porter
would not coerce nor influence her; but
why should not Allis come to care for Crane
under the influence of his strong love?
Mrs. Porter's mind had rebounded from
its dazed condition after her husband's
accident, and was now acute.  All these
thoughts came to her with rapidity, as
Crane talked with masterly judgment

husband
would

to Allis he put forward a plea of delicate
consideration for the girl: he would rather
deny himself; he would wait patiently until
her mind was in a happier condition
Cleverly enough he knew va Mrs Portar
was now his ally, and would plead his cause
with less chance of failure than if he started
Allis by the sudden fronting of life's gieat
problem

When Crane had gone Allis found het
mother calmed by his visit; his assurances
had driven away distressing elonds of
financial worry '

Almost immediately Mrs. Porter trane-
mitted to the girl what had come to her of
Crane's declaration.

“It seems almost like an answer to mny
prayers,” she said to Allis, “not of courae”
she interrupted herself- “that 've been
praving for a hushand for yon, but this
wicked racing has warped the whole woof
of my life; it seemed inevitable in th
strength of its contaminaiing atmosptiere
that vou would be wedded inta it - though
one were bettar dead than willingly choose
a path of sin.”

“Then vou've settled it, mother'" Allis's
big eves took on a dangerous look of re
be Jion

“No, daughiter, vou must choose for vour.
self; only you will be wise not to go contrary
to vour parent’s wishes [ did- "

“But you are not sorry, mother?" there
was reproach in tie girl's voice

“Not for having wedded vour fatler!

it because of his racing lifa, [ should
have heen firmer and asked him to give it
up before I married him- he night have
dove it then. Mr. Crane is a gentleman,
Allis—~that is a great deal nowadays, and
he loves yoi most sincerely,  Words often
mean very little, but one can tell -at least
when they've come to vears of discretion
they can—from a man's voice whether
he is in earnest or not. I suppose it is very

| worldly 1o speak of his riches, but in pove

erty one can do very little, ver little good
I had rachor that vou didn't have to look
with misgiving into the future, Allis; it
has taken much joyv out of my existence.
The dread of poveit is a nightmgre it
wears one's life threadbare, To the voung
Luoved up by confidence in the rosy future,
this may seem sordid: but this feeling of in-
socurity mars many lives which might
otherwise be Lappy

“You see, Allis,” her mother continued,
“1 knnow you are heart-whole, so [ can't
cause you any misery by my well-meant
wdvice.  You've been a good girl, and there
Las boen nobody of your «lass about. Mr
Mortimer is, | dare say, a gentleman, and |
must confess 1 was afraid that you might
mistake a fe ling of genercsity to him for
something stronger; but that was only an
idle fancy, I see* 1t would have been un-
fortunato if it were otherwise, for he is
very: poor indeed.  His small salary must
be all taken up in keeping himgself, bis
widowed mother and a younger sistor *

Allis gave a suddes start. She had not
known these party of Mortimer's
life: but they carred certain explanations
of his conduct. Quite casually she had
formed arn impression that he was penuri-
ous; something e had dropped about not
heing able ta aford certain pleasyres
Thet was where the money went—to syp-

ars

{ port his mother and sister

Unwittingly her mother was pleading his
caus

['he mother's talk depressed Al'is greatly
Why shotld t)his troublesome matter a1he
to her raw when she had so marh 1o Hear,
50 much io do?
to find that as her motner talked, she was
not thinking of Crane a' all-she conid
not pietyre his face even - inst tha narrow-
liddad eres peeped at her in her thoughts
once or twire: it wonld be horrible to look
into them forever and ever
Mortimer, pa's and firm sat, as it had been
in that day of strife, was always obliterating
the other visage. W s her mother right
was she so heart-whole?

A« if her thoughts had bearing on her
mother's mind, the latter said: *T wounldn't
have spoken to vou of this matter while
vour father is so ill, if it weren't for the
fact that our positinn is very precarions,
I can't understand just how badly off we
are, but if anvthing were to happen your
father, T bhardlyv know what wonld be-
come of us.”

“And Mr. Crane has promised to help
us if -if——" There was a hard ring in the
girl's voice as she spoke, getting not past
tha “if,” re'using to put into words the
dis*ressing thoueht

“There is no ‘if' about it, daughiar. Mr
Crone is our friend, vour father's friend,
and he is going to help us; and he only spoke
of his regard for you by way of an excnss—
it was delicacy on his part, thinking that T
would have less compunction in acoepting
his good offices.  All T agk, girl, is that vou
will try to like Mr. Crane: if you can't, well,
vonn won't find me making von unhappy
But I can tell vou this, Allis, unless matters
mend, and how the chanee is to come |
can't sav, vour father will lore Ringwood
and it will belong to Mr. Crane. FEven if
the horses were sold off, the money wonld
not clear the debts; besides, [ think that
even the horses are encumbered "

Allis stood in indecizion for a little, think-
ing deeply; then she went up to her
mother and, taking her face in her hands,
kissac her.

“I understand, mother.” she said, “you
are worrying over the dear old place, over
my future, and over father, and it is noth-
ing but worry, worry, worry all the time.
But I'll save Ringwood for you, mother.
I hope father will soon he well again and
that luck will charg=, but anyway, mother
I promise you that no matter what effort
it costs me you shan't sacrifice the house
you've lived in all vour life "

Mrs. Porter's eyes were wet with tears
of gratitude. She was thinking only of the
redemption of the place through Crane,
but Allis's words had meant far more than
she had taken from them. They ‘vere in-
spired by a faith that sha conld save their
fortunes without gaecriticing hersell s
Crane, if not, if she failed, she was brave,
she wis a Porter, ana wonld keep her
word and save Ringwood even at that
price,

——
("HAPTER XIII

Journeying back to New York Crane
reviewed in detail his interview with Mrs
Porter.

He  congratulated himse!f upon his
sapience in having institited his love suig
hy proxy. With all his  masterfulness,

he was very considerably in awe of Mi-a
Allis.  There was a not-to-be-daunted ex-
pression in her extraordinary eves, which
made him feel that a love tilt with her
would he a somewhat serious husiness
He pictured himself as an ardent lover,
he would cut a droll figure in that rAle,
he Kknew-—emotions were  bardly in  his
line. He might feel such an assortive
emotion as love quite as strongly as any
one- in faet, did, but could he express
himself  with faultless  copsistencv? He
rather doubted it.  His neual slow-advane-
ing method was certainly ordatned of this
intricate endeavor, and he had made great
progress with the mother, the one abovn
all others 1o be placated, adversity, con
tinuous as it promised to be, would probab'y
settle Porter's influence in his favor  his
Flnn of action plainly was to be often at
lingwood, to familiarize the househaold
with his presence; the acquiring of Diabio
wonld facilitate that

Diablo—a skate! He laughed to himsen
over his purchase. Certainly Langdon
would laugh at him, too; not openly of
course—Crane  wouldn't  tolerate that
What an influence this girl had over him, to
by sure! Any man who had  endeavored
to =all him a bad horse would have had a
hopeless task; with but a nod of encourage-
ment from Allis he would have bought
every horse--all the useless crocks they had
~the stable was full of them-—-Lauzanne
AMONE the rest,

The influence was dividing his nature
into u dual one: starting into life infantile
theughts of A generous morality; an unrest

of great vigor was cuming tu bim, rewds

To the mother's suggestion that he speak |

It gave her quite a shock |

The face of !

——— S S—
bution, possibly—the power to feel the
difference  between  an  avariciousness
fathering dichonesty, and this new recog-
nition of other righ s

On his arrival i New York he sent for
his trainer

“I bought u horse at Ringwood -1 want
vou to look after Lim, Langdon,” he said.
“Their man, Gaynor, will send him direct
ta yvour stables "

The trainer's fuce brightened.  *Did
you get Lueretia, after 17"

“No, I bought a big black—Diablo.™

The look of delight faded from Lang-
don's eyes quickly  “The devil!™ he ex-
claimed

“That's what 1 said, that's his name."

“But he's the most uncertain brute that
ever wore a4 set of plates You'll get no

ood of him, sir; he's bad clean through,
fv'a come down to him from his second
I sire, Robert the Devil, without a bit of the
good, either. He'd break a man that would
follow him.”

“He won't Lreak me”
quietly; *nor vou, either, Langdon
got ton much sense.”

This subtle tribute mollified the trainer.
Crane procosded. *1 remember the borse

answered Crane,
you've

| Quite well Four thousand was paid for

[ him as a vearling: as A two-vear-old he

Uwas triea ont good enovgh to win the Fue
turity; but when it came to racing he cut

I it and finished n the ruck .’

[ “hat's right " commentad  Langdon

“Heowes e a good bit, that same Johnny;
ik people thought him a leadpipe cineh,
and I vent down the line on him, to my

SOTOW

“Just w0 You know him as well as I
do. It's a great wav to get acquainted
witl them "t it, Langdon? put your
I'money on and have the good thing go
GOwWn

Lad the highest possible opinion
his master's astutenevss and hegan to
waver in his antipathy 1o Diablo

You think he's really good then, sir?
Did he show vou a fast trigl?”

“I didn’t even the horse ”
answered, looking dreamily our of the
window. I hought him 1o hio pansed
reflectively, he couldn’t 101l Lavgdon whe
he had bought him, and he hardiyv cared

Langd

(rane

to Fave hiv prestige with the trainer
l“'h'!lb)‘l"‘
He continued, shifting in the subject

matter a trifle. “You did John Porter u
over Lauzanne, last summer, Langdop

“Me?" guesiioned the trainer \64- (‘rane
forgetting his share in the matter

'e'm, voi,” affirmed the other, looking
him steadily in the eye  “Yon sold him
Lauzanne, and Lauzanne was loaded ®

Langdon said nothing  What the devi)
was coming?

“Well." drawled Crane, "Porter’s badly
burt; he's out of the race for some time to
come, They're friends of mine .

“They're fricnds,” mused Langdon, * whe
in thunder are they?”

“Thev're friends of mine, and 1 offered
to buyv Lauzanne back just to help them
onut, but the old man's danghter has got
the chestnut for a hack  and =Le won't
soll himm It wax Diablo's faul that Porter
gol the fall, =o they were willng to part
with him, and | taok the brate

This was certain!y a new réle for Crane
to play, Langdon thought; his employer
helping people out when they wers in diffi-
cilties was a revelation. The trainer
felt inclined langh. No doubl thera
was =omething back of it all, some tout
must have given Crane information of a
fast gallop Diablo had doue, and he had
gone down to Ringwood to buy the horse,
thinking that Porter would be selling some
of his racers owing to the accident

Langdon tried to remember what Shandy
had said about Diablo, or whether the boy
had mentioned hig name at all

I wonder what condition he's in*" the
trainer remarked, questioning!y

“Physically, I think he'sall right, it seems
he galloped something under forty miles
with Porter before he came a cropper.
But 1 understand thay had an imp of a boy,
Sheady, or Shaney

“Shandy,” corrected Langdon

“Yes, that's the name,” affirmed (rane,
drawing a remicirele in the air with his

1o

cigar, "and he's a devil on wheels, by all
accounts. Diablo's no angel, as vou've
satd, Langdon, and this boy made him
a heap worse  You've handied some bac

horses in your time, and know more ahout
it than T do: but I'd RGeSt that yvou put
Westley ~he's a patient lad —to look after
the black; give him quite a bit of work
and when yvou've got him right, try him
out with something, and if e shows any
if..rm we'll pick out a soft spot for him.
Jot me see, he's a maiden- fancy that,
buving a four-year-old maiden'”

Langdon Jlaughed approvingly Crane
was evidently coraing back to his view of
the case

“Well, as J've said, he's a maiden, and
we'll try and graduate him our of that
class. It will beoa great chance for a killing
if we can round him into s early two-
vear-old form. and vou can do it, Langdon,
if anvbody on earth can.”

“Now I've got lLim on his reputation.®
thought Crane, idly brushing specks of
cigar ash from the front of hia enat

Tust as I thought.” nmused Langdon;
“the old man's got a horse after his own
heart.  Everybody thinks Diablo's no good,
but the boss has found our something,
and is on for the higges: kind of a4 conp.™

“How's the Dutchman coming on?®
asked Crane. intimating by the question
that the subjeet of Diablo had been closed
out, for the present at leas!

“Great. He cleans up his four quarta
i three times a day, and 1= as hig as a cart
| horse. T never had a better doer in my
| hands. If he keeps well, and 1 think he
will, vou have a great chance with him for
the Brooklyn Derlhy

“That's encouraging. There are some
good horses in it, though. White Moth,
and others. However, 1'll back the Dutche
man win fifty thousand, and thérel
be ten thousand m that for you, Langdon,
if it comes off

The teainer's mouth watered. Money
was his god. Horses were all right as a
means to an end, nt the end itself was
gold.  Practically, he would stap at noth
INg to attain that end, his avariciens mind
stimulated hy Crane's promise came al
onee to the disturbing element in the pieas-
ant prospect, Shandy's report of Luerelie's
good form

“Did vou find out anvthing abont Por-
ter's mare Lueretia- 1 know %\'lnm Moth's
form; bhoth fit and well, the Dutehman holds
tim safe over the Derby jourmey "

“No, [ didn't hear anvthng abont Pore
tar's mare

“1 have," sail Langdon, decisively,
“1 paid a hoy to keep an eve on her,and he
avs she'll be hard to heat

Crane frowned  “What bov”" he a<ked,
abruptly

“Shandy "

1o

“Well, Jjust drop timt, chaek that game.
John Porter has Lis own troubles 1f he

can win, let hine~he can’t if the Dutehman
| koeps well, but anvwav, onr own horses
will keep us fidly accupied

Langdon was doumfounded.  1f Crane
had opened the Bible and read a chapter
from St. Luke he waould not have hesn niore
astonished. [t Lad nrred to him that he
hao wone a remackably smart thing; he
had expeoted commendation for his adroit-
ness in looking aiter his master's inter-
ests, #Thix disapprobation of such a trivial
matter as the toating off of an opponent’s
horses was a new discovery in his master's
character  Where were they at,anyway?
Presently Crane would be asking him to
give the public a fair run for their money
each time ou

All at onee Ligiit dawned npon Langdon -
Crane was doubling on him. He saw it
like a flash hiis cruplover had a tour on the
Kl"()lln" hitself, that was how he had got
next some good pertormance of Diablo's.
My, but it was clever: he could appreciate
it. Crane rose in Lis estimation again

Quite humbly he answered. “Vory wall,
it's not my funeral. I'll bring the Duteh-
man to the post fit to run the race of his 1 fe;
if Lueretia oeats Yim it won't be my fault
I thought perliaps vou might want to hedge
a bit on Porter’'s mare.”

“I'don’t think it ~I'll stand the Dutehmang
there are too many in to start backing
them all.  Let me know if the black gives
vou auy encouragement, and U'll see about
placing him."

After Langdon had gone Crane lighted
a frewh cigar and let his thoughta circle
about Allis and Diablo. 1t would be just
like the play of fate for the horse to turn
out good, now that John Porter had got
rid of him.  When evi] fortune set its hard
face againet a4 man he conld do littla
toward making the wicked god smile, and
Porter, even when he was about, was &
poor hand at compelling success,

&0 be continued.




